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Summary: The alliance with the Klingon Empire has collapsed and the 
Borg are about to invade. The Eederation is losing badly... and 
Section 31 is unhappy. Their response: To create the ultimate 
warrior. This is the story of that warrior. 


1. Hegh batlhllj-A weapon is born! 

**AN: ** 

Hello everybody. It's LLC with a new story! 

Yes I know!... I bet it's not what a lot of you want to hear... but, 
it's time to take a break from my other stories and to try a bit of 
science fiction instead. 

This time I have decided to try something different and write a Star 
Trek Online story. Also... this time I will be writing shorter 
chapters as I just don't have the time anymore to write the huge 
10000+ chapters I usually do. Expect 3000 to 6000 word chapters 
instead of the usual 10000 to 15000 chapters. Maybe this way I'll 
actually post a few chapters without you having to wait ages for a 
new one . 

Anyway...! hope those of you loyal readers who read this will enjoy 
my newest creation. 

As always, if you like it please feel free to leave a review... or 
simply read and subscribe it. Your choice. 

And now... On with the story: 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Story Information and Prologue . <strong> 



><pXstrong>One Time disclaimer for all Chapters : <strong> Star Trek 
Online belongs to Cryptic Studios. The Star Trek Universe was created 
by Gene Roddenberry. 


As always, I reserve the right to replace and/or update chapters at 
any time. All chapter are beta'd by myself. I'm doing this purely for 
fun and no money is being made from this story. Constructive 
criticism and suggestions are, as always, appreciated. 

Updates will be sporadic at best... so be prepared to wait! 

**Story Name: **Hegh batlhllj (Klingon for: 'Death with honour') 

The alliance with the Klingon Empire has collapsed and the Borg are 
about to invade. The Federation is losing badly... and Section 31 is 
unhappy. Their response: To create the ultimate warrior. This is the 
story of that warrior. 

**Story Type:** A Star Trek Online story. It will primarily follow 
the plot of the game... but I will also try to be unique. 

**Rated:** T at present, may change if necessary. 

* *Pairings : * * None at present... However, I do plan to have some 
romance as well as some point. 

**Time Lines: **Most of the story will take place after the year 2409 
(graduation), that's about 30 years after the events of Star Trek 
Nemesis. However, there will also be some time travel to different 
era's (mostly Kirk's era but I also plan to add some TNG, Voyager, 
Enterprise, DSN... as well as the unknown future and a few trips into 
alternate dimensions such as the mirror universe) 

* *Warnings : * * Standard spoiler alerts apply! ( so you might want to 
play the game first) 

Important: My main character WILL be OP. She has been created and 
designed by myself and Section 31 to be the 'perfect' captain and 
ultimate warrior. In short a true fleet killer. The klingons (and 
other races) will fear... and sometimes they will even run from her, 
rather than face her in battle! 

If you don't like this, then this story is not for you. For those of 
you who love this sort of thing, please feel free to grab some 
popcorn and read on. 

**Note:** This story was inspired by a certain captain named Ronald 
Pinkerton from llVJorn 's 'Star Trek Frontier URE ' series as well as 
To Boldly Go by Thrans . All three stories are well worth the read if 
you haven't done so already! 

And now... on with the story: 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Prologue<strong> 
A weapon is born! 



><pXstrong>Locat ion : <strong> Unknown. A hidden base, somewhere, deep 
in the beta quadrant. 

**Stardate : ** 82571.9 

An old man, dressed in the traditional 4 square pipped red uniform of 
a full Star Fleet admiral, sighed unhappily to himself as he read 
another report, for what seemed like the umpteenth time in the past 
hour . 

This old man's name... was Desmond Duke. 

For anybody who did not know him, you might be interested to know 
that Admiral Duke just happened to be one of Section 31 's highest 
ranking members and its main contact to Star Fleet Academy. As such, 
if you wanted information about the Academy and the recruits inside, 
he would be the man to go to. 

Currently Duke was in his office catching up on every leader's 
greatest nightmare, the undefeatable bane, known simply as... Datapad 
work . 

No matter the year, or the technology used, whether is was named 
parchment work, paperwork or datapad work, it would always continue 
to haunt the lives of many great men and women. 

As fate would have it, at that moment Duke was not in a good 
mood . 

Once again the Federat ion . . . his Federation. The same federation he 
had sworn to protect at all costs... with his own life if necessary - 
even if it was just from the shadows - had lost yet another ship to 
the Klingons. 

Depressingly , it was always the same news lately. 

Another defeat ! 

Another retreat ! 

Another Lost crew! 

Out numbered ... outgunned ... humiliated by the Federations former ally, 
recently turned enemy. Once again... a few of the federation's 
finest, who would not be coming back home. 

Oh, he was really getting sick of it! 

"When will they ever learn," he grumbled to himself. 

"When would they ever learn that diplomacy only works when the enemy 
is actually willing to play by your rules, " he moaned dismally to 
himself . 

'The Klingons don't care about our type of diplomacy. They laugh at 
our 'peaceful' diplomacy. In fact, the only real 'diplomacy', the 
Klingons understand is the sharp edge of a Bath ' leth . . . or a good 
photon torpedo up their... dark back sides,' he thought fiercely. 



before angrily tossing the report away, only to pick up another one a 
few seconds later and then scowl even more than before as it just 
turned out to be more of the same. 

'It's this pathetic behavior these days that makes me wonder how we 
ever got this far in the first place, ' he snarled in his head as he 
read about a recent Klingon attack on a Federation Colony, which was 
half destroyed before any help arrived. At this rate the Federation 
would soon be defeated in a few short years. Probably even months if 
they were unlucky. 

Oh, how he wished for the good old days of the hero's and brave 
adventurers. The days when Kirk, Archer and the rest of their ilk 
were still around. Oh, how he so dearly wished for the days when 
captains were still allowed to actually fight first and ask questions 
later. Those were the real pioneers of the galaxy. Not the wimps he 
had to deal with these days. 

Sometimes rushing in with shields up and guns blazing really was the 
only answer. As it was, he was sure, the only reason why the 
Federation still existed to this very day, was because of four main 
reasons : 

One... they usually had the most powerful weapons, superior tactics 
and the most advanced technology in the quadrant. After all, you had 
to have the best, if you constantly fought and survived against 
technologically advanced and powerful races... like the Borg... or the 
Undine. Or at least that was true, up to this point. Sadly, the other 
races seemed to be catching up. 

Two... The enemies of the Federation were either too far away - in 
the case of the Borg and the Dominion. Or they found it too difficult 
to reach the Federation - in the case of the Undine, who had to 
travel from another parallel universe filled with organic fluid 
rather than vacuum. 

Three... they constantly fought among themselves - in the case of the 
Romulans and the Klingons, making a unified conquest of the 
Federation extremely difficult at the best of times. 

Or four... they had the most incredible luck, to be forewarned about 
a threat before it could arrive and therefore had enough time to 
prepare for the enemy. Q for one had helped them immensely when he 
had transported the USS Enterprise D to the Borg. Probably not what 
the omnipotent being had intended when he had done that, but... he 
had . 

In a way he was very thankful to Q for that. Had the Enterprise not 
been transported to the Delta Quadrant to meet with the Eederations - 
not to mention the whole galaxies - main nemesis ... well .. . 

Look at it this way: 

It took a whole fleet of the Eederations best ships to take out just 
'one' of the Borgs own ships 30 years ago. Even then the Eederation 
lost 36 ships before the single Borg vessel was finally destroyed. In 
fact, it was only due to a mere fluke, in the form of a recently 
liberated x-borg that they even managed to win. A pyrrhic victory at 
best, if ever there was one. The fact remained, they most likely 
would have lost had it not been for Picard. 



Not good odds to say the very least. Not good odds at all. 


Luck may well have been on their on their side so far... but... the 
question remained. For how long would it last? 

Luckily, quite a few technological , scientific and strategic 
breakthroughs had been made since that disastrous encounter, in a 
desperate attempt to even the odds, but even now, even with Voyagers 
help thirty years later, it was still always a great risk, at best, 
to fight the Borg. 

Shaking his head, the admiral snorted softly. It was directly for 
this very reason, why his organisation had been created in the first 
place and why he was so willing to work for it. 

Section 31 ! 

The Federations only real hope. At least it felt like it, with the 
way Starfleet was acting at present. 

Section 31... the secret intelligence agency. Section 31... the black 
ops of the Federat ion . . . and at times... Section 31... the only reason 
why the Federation even still existed. At least in his opinion. 

Too bad the naive idiots in Star Fleet didn't agree. 

To hell with their blasted rules, softhearted regulations and even 
more idiotic directives. Couldn't they understand that sometimes 
rules just HAD to be broken, if you wanted to survive? 

Well, it sure didn't look like they did. 

He had always been of the opinion that the directives should only 
have been used as guidelines to follow, but not to die for, if you 
could avoid it. 

Was Section 31 really that bad that they had to hide and operate from 
the shadows, just so that the majority could yet live? 

The other empires also had their own secret agencies... such as the 
Romulan Tal Shiar and the Cardassian Obsidian Order. But unlike 
Section 31 they weren't forced to hide everything they did. 

Hah! Even the Klingons, the so called 'honorable warrior race', had 
their own secret intelligence agency, though it was usually frowned 
upon. Too dishonorable for the most of them. Klingons, after all, 
preferred to get close and personal whenever they could. They wanted 
to smell your fear and watch as you pissed yourself, right before 
they struck their Bath'leths into your skull. 

If anything, the other intelligence agencies were usually far worse 
than Section 31 ever was, but you sure didn't hear the Romulans . . . or 
the Cardasians crying about it. Did you? NO! If anything they 
supported them! 

It just wasn't fair at times. 

All Section 31 ever wanted was to protect and secure the Federations 
future. So what if they had to bend a few rules, or do a few unsavory 



things from time to time to make sure the Federation still existed in 
the years to come. It sure beat the alternative which was defeat... or 
worse... extinction. 

Was that really too much to ask for? 

Sighing to himself, the admiral quickly signed a datapad and put it 
down on the table. 

'Oh well, ' he thought. At least now there was hope at the end of the 
tunnel... or was that at the end of the wormhole now? No 
matter . 

Standing up from his desk, he stretched his tired limbs and walked to 
a near by window. From there, he took a moment to look out at the 
vastness of space and study a few of the many stars beyond. They 
seemed so beautiful, it would be a shame if humanity were not around 
to see them anymore in a few years time. 

It was nearly time for his scheduled secret meeting with a few 'like 
minded' colleagues of his. 

If Section 31 's newest plan worked, then there was a fair chance that 
soon their problems might well be at an end. At least he hoped 
so . 

It still felt like as if they were putting all of their hopes into 
one basket. A basket that was riddled with holes and falling apart at 
one end. Still, at present, it seemed they had no choice. Not 
anymore. Not if they wanted the Federation to survive to the next 
decade . 

Slowly, he walked to a near by 
replicator . 

"Computer ! " 

*Beep* 

"Tea... Jasmine ... hot ... with extra sugar... oh, and add a generous 
touch of gin," he ordered. 'I think I'm going to need it, ' he thought 
dismally . 

Patiently, waiting for the machine to do it's job, he took the 
freshly replicated drink and walked back to his seat. 

Sitting back down in his seat he quietly supped his tea and tried to 
relax as best as he could while he waited for the last few minutes of 
freedom to tick away. 

All too soon the chime of the door bell was heard. 

*Chirp* 

"Come!" he called out and waited patiently as four other people 
entered the room. 

Slowly he studied the new arrivals. 

One, a commander, if the three full coloured black pips on his collar 



were to be believed, was one of Section 31 's top field agents and 
their main contact - besides himself - to Star Fleet. Or rather. Star 
Fleet Academy to be exact. 

The second person to come in was dressed in the usual civilian outfit 
people tended to wear these days. However, what really made this 
'civilian' special was, that he was not actually a civilian at all, 
but in fact a Star Fleet captain. Not just any captain, but actually 
a time traveler from 40 years in the future. He was also the main 
reason why they were even here in the first place. In his time, the 
Federat ion . . . and the other races had all fallen to a greater race. It 
was for this reason why he had chosen to travel back in time. To warn 
them of what was to come. 

The next to enter was a politician, one who was cleverly placed in 
the higher echelons of the Federation ruling council and someone who 
even had the Federation's presidents trust. He was dressed in a 
formal suit instead of the common civilian outfit most people chose 
to wear. 

Finally, the last person, arguably, the most important of the three, 
was a scientist. Dressed in nearly the same clothes as the captain, 

just in a different colour, he was the head of Section 31 's top 

secret genetics and augments department. It was this man who, in a 
few short minutes, would be deciding the future of the 
Federation . 

At least he hoped so. 

Together these four individuals and admiral made up some of the most 
powerful and influential people of Section 31, answering only to the 
director who had declined to come that day. 

Briefly standing up, Desmond shook all of their hands. 

"Welcome! Darius... please, take a seat. Would you like a drink? 
Cyrus, what about you? Something to eat perhaps? You perhaps Ajax?" 
he asked, motioning invitingly towards the replicator. 

Several minutes and two freshly replicated drinks later, all five 
occupants of the room took a seat and were finally ready to start the 
meeting . 

"Now ... before we begin...," the admiral said and held up his hand up 
to stall the others from speaking. 

"Computer ! " 

*Beep ! * 

"Activate all visual and audio dampening fields, deactivate all 
recording devices and lock all doors, authorization, Duke - Sierra - 

31 . " 

(((Acknowledged! visual and audio dampening fields engaged. No 
recording devices found) ) ) 

"Good... now we can begin." 


"What is the current status of our enemies? Any sight of the Borg 



threat you told us about?" he asked, looking towards the captain from 
the future, though he directed the question towards everybody in the 
room. 

The captain shook his head. 

"No... no sign of them. But that's to be expected. We didn't see them 
last time either until they were already right on top of us and by 
the time we were able to respond Vega and the surrounding colonies 
had already been assimilated. From there it was only a short warp to 
Qo'noS. The Klingons, for all their bravery and honour didn't last 
long, and by the time they were finally willing to swallow their 
pride and allow us to help them, the Borg had more than enough drones 
in place to easily assimilate Earth. Not that I'm actually expecting 
them to be here yet . There should be no reason why they would 
suddenly be here 4 years early this time round, " he answered. 

"What about the Romulans, " the Commander asked, dismayed at the 
perceived hopelessness of the situation. If the Klingons had no 
chance against the Borg, than what hope did they have? 

"Hah!, The Romulans! Don't make me laugh!" They... they just sat back 
and let the Borg conquer us ! They claimed they had enough problems of 
their own and could not spare any forces to help. I bet they cheered 
when the Borg assimilated Vulcan. Bloody green pointy-eared 
bastards, "the captain answered bitterly." 

"I'm not talking about the Star Empire. I ' d be very surprised if 
'they' ever helped us... or anyone for that matter. No, I'm talking 
about our allies, the Romulan Republic, " the Commander amended. 

"The Republic? Well, I guess they did help, at first and. . . sure, 
they sent a few ships to aid us in our struggle. At least at first. 
However, they where of no real use to us to actually make a trace of 
a difference. Not that I blame them, mind you... especially not after 
the Borg assimilated New Romulus a mere two weeks after they first 
tried to help. In a way they were some of our most loyal ally's, 
choosing to join what remained of our fleets after the fall of 
earth ... right to the bitter end. 

"What about the other races... the Cardasians ? . . . hell , even the 
dominion? Surely someone must have helped before it was too late?" 
the Admiral asked grimly. 

"The Cardasians? They actually packed up and abandoned their planets 
rather than choosing to fight! The last we saw of them was a huge 
flotilla fleeing out into the unknown far reaches of the galaxy. Come 
to think of it, of all the races, they were probably the smartest. 

Eor all I know they could actually have made it to safety... no 
matter how brief that safety might have been, " the captain answered 
with a trace of humor in his voice. 

"And the Dominion?," the admiral asked, facepalming his face. 

"As soon as 'they' realised what was happening, they decided to cut 
their losses and somehow forced the wormhole to collapse and go super 
nova rather than fight. Still have no idea how they actually managed 
that but... as you can well imagine, that was when we lost contact 
with DS9 and all of our forces in the Bajoran sectors." 



"Oh no! As if the Borg are not enough, the Dominion some how found a 
way to turn the wormhole into a Weapon of Galactic Destruction...," 
the commander bemoaned dismally. The more he listened to the captain, 
the more depressed he became. 

"Enough!" the scientist in the room suddenly said. He had chosen to 
stay quiet until that moment, but no more. 

"Instead of moaning and bitching about stories of how we might be 
defeated in the future... how about we instead talk about how we will 
actually avoid such a fate. I for one have no intention of allowing 
those mechanic monstrosities to assimilate myself any time soon. Not 
if I can help it. 

"Agreed!" the other four said simultaneously. 

"About that, I still think we should just tell Star Fleet about this. 
Surely they would have enough time to prepare if they knew about what 
was coming. After all, they have done it before. So why not again," 
the time travelling captain suggested. 

"No, we already agreed that it would not work. The last time was pure 
luck. Besides, while I'm sure a good few would no doubt be willing to 
break the Federations precious rules and do whatever must be done to 
survive, the majority will still stall and stop those who might. I'm 
afraid that there are just way too many rules, idiotic regulations 
and self-righteous fools around for any plan to work in time. Not to 
mention all the red tape and corrupt bureaucrats who would have to 
willingly give up their power, fortunes and cushy lifestyles for us 
to actually succeed. By the time they decide to help it will already 
be too late. There are just too many thing which could go wrong," the 
Commander stated. A declaration which caused the other participants 
of the meeting to frown. 

"Then how about we just take over... a few well placed 
assassinations ... a few people put into the right posit ions ... with 
your help admiral I'm sure it could be done," the politician asked, 
already thinking about a few corrupt officials and loyal captains he 
could convince to help, with the right incentives and promotions of 
course . 

"I agree, I'm sure Agent Drake for one would be able to ... persuade a 
few key people to look the other way from time to time if it becomes 
necessary, " the Commander agreed. 

"No... again too risky... we are not strong enough or secure enough to 
do that. Trust me . . . I ' d know. Maybe if we were the Tal Shiar and the 
Federation were the Star Empire, then it might work... but if 'we' 
tried it in our current state, then it would only cause a civil 
war... which would only weaken us even more. And that is something we 
can not afford if we want any chance of success, " Desmond answered, 
ignoring the grumbles and complaints the others were giving 
him . 

"No... for there to be any success at all, as much as I hate to admit 
it... we will have to do this their way for once. And this includes 
playing by their rules... at least for 90% of the time," he added a 
few seconds later. 


"So... I take it this means Project Sparta is a go?" the Scientist 



asked, gleefully. 


"I don't like this any more than you..er...I mean the most of us do" 
he said looking at the scientist. "It's like putting all of our hopes 
into one basket. However, it does seem like our only option right 
now," the Captain answered with a frown. 

"Unfortunately, like you said, it's the best we have ... and it's why 
we have to make 100% sure ... it ... that is, 'Project Sparta' doesn't 
fail," the admiral remarked sternly. 

"Yes... well... since we are on the topic of Project Sparta... how is 
our ...' Spartan ' doing anyway?" the politician asked. 

"Are we really ready to unleash ' it ' . . . Him? . . . or was it a Her yet?" 
the commander asked. He was very interested in Section 31 newest 
project. Very interested indeed. From what he had heard the Spartan 
would be a true super warrior. The ultimate warrior to be 
exact . 

"Her!... and she is in the finishing stages," the Scientist answered, 
smugly . 

"As you well know we took the best samples from multiple species and 
...'assimilated' them into her body, the scientist said, choosing to 
use Borg terminology to explain his newest creation. 

"While the loss of certain body strength due to her gender is... 
unfortunate, I can happily report that the rest of the project was 
otherwise a total success. Ocampa females simply tend to be... more 
powerful telepathically than their male counterparts, hence why I had 
her turned into a female. As it is, I thought the sacrifice to be 
well within acceptable parameters...," he added a second later a near 
manic grin appearing on his face. 

"Don't worry though, she is still 100% human. Or at least 99%. As 
close to human as she can be with all the extra alien DNA in her. At 
the very least she will look like a human. As it is, I am happy to 
announce that Project Sparta officially has the resilience of a 
Klingon, the strength of a Vulcan, the telepathic ability of an 
Ocampa... not to ment ion ... some limited shape shifting ability from 
our all so 'helpful' captive Founder... and even the memories, as 
limited as they may be of a 10000 year old Trill symbiont." 

"Yes... I heard about that. How did that work out again?," the admiral 
asked, interrupting the scientist before his ego could inflate even 
further. Though he had to admit, it was impressive. 

*Sigh* "I regret to say, it could have been better... but then again, 
it could also have been a lot worse too. Let me remind you that it 
WAS experimental ... and that there never was any actual guarantee that 
it would have worked. Same with the founder DNA for that matter. I'm 
still amazed that it even worked as much as it did in the first 
place... even if only for a few minutes in the case of the symbiont. 
As it is, it probably wouldn't have worked at all if she had been 
fully human and did not have at least some Trill DNA in her, " the 
scientist responded, his good mood ruined by the admirals 
remark . 

"Unfortunately there were a few... let's call them compatibility 



complicat ions . Complications which resulted in the unfortunate loss 
of the symbiont. Regrettable ... but ... expected .. . and well within 
acceptable parameters, as I might already have mentioned before, " the 
scientist added. 

"Yes... about that ... luckily the Trill are still blaming the 
Cardasians for the kidnapping. It cost us a few of our best agents to 
make it happen and plant the false evidence. Agents who had to 
surgically alter themselves to look like the reptiles and then had 
vaporize themselves just so they would not be captured. Make sure the 
Trill will never find out who actually kidnapped one of their most 
respected elders." the admiral added, sternly. He really could do 
without the mess and the massive migraine which would be created if 
'that' ever came out. 

"Yes well... as I was saying. While we did not manage to get much of 
it's knowledge and experiences as I would have liked, seeing as it 
chose to die rather than let us have all of it's knowledge. I have 
been assured that, due to the brief connection, no matter how brief 
it may have been, that subject Sparta's ability to learn will be 
greatly improved and that she might even get a few flashbacks from 
time to time from the symbiont's previous 60 or so hosts. If we help 
along a bit... maybe with some mental stimulation exercises, then I'm 
sure we can even ... unlock ' quite a few other 'experiences'. 
Experiences which will no doubt 'help her', and thereby us in the 
future . " 

"Considering that quite a few of the symbionts past hosts were former 
star fleet of f icers . . . and that one of its Trill hosts even made it 
all the way up to the rank of fleet admiral of the Trill Space 
Forces, this should prove to be quite a boon. Not to forget that one 
of the hosts was once a crew member which had served unboard the 
original USS Enterprise, before Kirk became captain ... and for it's 
full 5 year journey with the man as well. I'm sure, whatever 
knowledge and experiences we did manage to... acquire from the brief 
union... will be quite beneficial," the scientist said, his smile 
returning in full force. 

The others agreed wholeheartedly. 

"Any other complicat ions ? " the admiral asked. 

"Not really... not unless you include her limited founder ability to 
only change into other humanoids instead of objects as well and a 
sudden increased liking for battle... probably from the klingon side. 
Not to mention an upgraded sense of logic... from her vulcan side... a 
great tendency to find different solutions and not play solely by the 
rule book... all served together with a healthy dash of paranoia when 
dealing with certain untrustworthy races... but again all well in 
acceptable parameters, " the scientist answered. He obviously did not 
find this information to be an issue. 

"Not necessarily a bad thing... as long as she can tone it down a bit 
for the academy," the Commander said in agreement. 

"Indeed!" the others agreed in unison. 

"Yes... the academy ... are we absolutely certain we can keep her 
involvement with us a secret?" the politician asked a few seconds 
later . 



"I'm certain. I will personally make sure that all traces of her 
leading to us will be removed from all records. Even our own. The 
only people who will know about her involvement to us at all will be 
ourselves, agent Drake and the director. Plus, she will of course be 
given the full agent training ... including the full interrogation 
cycle resistance training to prepare her for any ... mishaps . Rest 
assured, SF Intelligence will never find out about her connection to 
us, in the unlikely event that she somehow ere to mess up, " the 
commander answered. 

"Hmm. . . this means I'll have to ... eliminate the others in my 
department won't I," the scientist said, more to himself that to the 
others . 

"That ... unfortunate matter we will leave up to you. You know them 
best after all," the commander answered. "Just make sure 'it' will 
never leaves the labs, " he added, getting a brief nod from the 
scientist . 

"Good... all in all it seems we are ready and while I'm not very happy 
with the fact that we have to go the long way. That we actually have 
to send her into the academy and not just give... 'her' a ship. I can 
accept it. Especially considering that we will have to keep an eye on 
her anyway. Just in case something were to somehow go wrong. I guess 
it would be foolish to insert her as an officer, especially as a 
captain, until we are sure that were are no side effects, " the 
admiral said, agreeing with their plan. 

"Are we certain she won't go ...' native ' on us and that she will 
continue to take orders from us for certain ... pro jects ? " the 
Commander asked, suddenly. 

"Oh, I'm sure. I can personally reassure you when I say that she will 
be very loyal to our cause, or indeed Section 31 's cause. Besides of 
what ever they will teach her at the academy ... and whatever morals 
she may inadvertently pick up along the way, we will never have 
anything to fear from her. Finally, if all else fails there is always 
myself. She does, after all, think of me as her father, seeing as I 
practically raised her, all the way from her test tube. Let's just 
say I... may also have included a bit of ... em ... subtle conditioning as 
well that will... make her more open to doing the 'right' thing from 
time to time when I use certain code phrases. So yes ... believe me 
when I say that within reason, as long as we use the right words, she 
is not influenced by other mind techniques and as long as we don't do 
anything ...' stupid ' to cause her to distrust us . . . she will help us 
and stay loyal to our cause, " the scientist answered, a certain glint 
in his eyes. A glint which made the others a bit nervous. Choosing to 
ignore it though they soon put it out of their minds. 

"Oh well, in that case I guess it will have to do..." the admiral 
said after a while, still feeling a bit uneasy at what he had just 
seen and heard. 

"Agreed!" the others answered, nodding in agreement. 

"One last thing. Once she is placed into the academy I am ordering a 
no contact rule. Baring a few covert tests from time to time and her 
own secure personal contact for mission updates and emergencies, I 
want us to have no contact with her what so ever. The less contact 



she has with us while at the academy, the better, " the admiral 
ordered . 

The others soon agreed. It was, after all, for the best. 

"Agreed!" they all said in unison. 

"And with that, I think I have heard enough, " the politician declared 
as he started to stand up. 

"I am very pleased with the progress you are making... and I'm sure 
our financial backers will also be pleased too as long as we make 
this work. For now I'll put in a good word and keep the more 
aggressive ones of your backs, ' The politician said. 

"Admiral ... make sure Sandra is transferred on time and that there are 
no complications, " he ordered a second later. 

"Sandra?" the Captain asked. 

"Yes, Sandra Jadzia Ezri de'Sol ... Sandra, meaning 'protector of 
humanity,'... Jadzia and Ezri, after two of the late symbiont's most 
recent hosts... and Sol ... well ... because that's where she was 
created, " the scientist explained. 

"I see," the Captain answered, shocked by the hidden true meaning 
behind what he had just heard and not for the first time he hoped he 
had done the right thing by going to Section 31 f irst ... rather than 
to Star Eleet like he had been ordered to do. 

"Now!... On to another matter... I hear the Romulans have been 
complaining about the Alini sector incident again. Seems like they 
weren't too happy with the loss of their ...' secret ' base," the 
politician said, turning the others attention to another matter. He 
received a few laughs at that comment. 

"What's been done to solve this issue..." 

Eor better or worse, the captains actions had changed the future and 
with it the fate of the galaxy. 

While he was sure his choice could hardly result in a worse future 
than the one he had come from. After all, surely anything would be 
better than that nightmare reality. Whether this new future would be 
a good one... remained to be seen. 

What was done, was done. A warrior had been born... and with her lay 
the hopes of a whole galaxy. 

The rest... only time would tell. 

Indeed. . . 

Only time... would tell! 


2. Hegh batlhllj-The Kobayashi Maru-Part 1 


**Previously on Hegh batlhllj:** 



><p>For better or worse, the captains actions had changed the future 
and with it the fate of the galaxy. <p> 

While he was sure his choice could hardly result in a worse future 
than the one he had come from. After all, surely anything would be 
better that that. Whether this new future would be a good one... 
remained to be seen. 

What was done, was done. A warrior had been born... and with her lay 
the hopes of a whole galaxy. 

The rest... only time would tell. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>And now the cent inuat ion : <strong> 
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><pXstrong>Chapter 2<strong> 
The Kobayashi Maru - Part 1 
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><pXstrong>Locat ion : <strong>Star Fleet Academy, San Francisco, 
Earth 
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xp>"Senior Cadet Sandra Sol. Personal Log, Stardate 
86456.5. "<p> 

"It's time. The moment I have been preparing for, for the past few 
years, has finally arrived." 

"No! It's not graduation day. Not yet at least. I'm afraid I still 
have a few more happy months at good old Star Fleet Academy before 
that happy day arrives. No, dear log, today is the day of the 
Kobayyashi Maru." 

"Yes, that's right! The Kobayyashi Maru." 

"In just a few short hours I'm going to take command of a Miranda 
class starship and head out to the Klingon neutral zone to attempt 
the infamous no win mission known lovingly ... or rather UN-lovingly . . . 
as the Kobayashi Maru. The bane of all Star Fleet Cadets." 

"Should be fun ... right ?.. . maybe?" 

(The sound of chuckling could be heard.) 

"Yeah Right! As if that is actually possible" 

"I know you're probably asking yourself if that's even possible. 

After all, how can you possibly enjoy a mission which you're 
guaranteed to fail. After all, no one has fun when your crew mates 
are screaming in pain and dying all around you while your ship 



explodes . " 


"Yes, yes I know it will only be a simulation... something which I'm 
very thankful for, as I'd hate to have this happen to me for real. 
Though, if the Klingon situation doesn't improve, then it may very 
well come to that soon enough. Hopefully with less explosions... 
unless it's the Klingons who do the exploding of course." 

"Scary thought that ... but ... " She pauses for a second before 
continuing. "I guess that's what we sign up for when we join Star 
Fleet. I even more than the others if I think about it." 

"As it is, I realise that I will most likely fail today. Just like 
everybody else has so far in history. Maybe not the right attitude to 
have before going into the simulation, I know, but it is after all 
supposed to teach us that not all battles can be won. Well... unless 
you pull a Kirk and cheat, that is. I have to wonder though, is it 
really winning if you cheat? After all, anybody can win if you 
rewrite the code and make the klingons respect and fear you enough 
that they would rather run away than fight you." 

"Yeah right... as if a normal Klingon would ever do that," she added 
with a small laugh. 

"NO! I want to be the first person in history to actually win it. I 
want to be the first person to prove that it _can_ be done, " she 
said, stressing the can as she said it. 

"I have been spending the past few months studying up on ship battle 
strategies, tactics and on all kinds of ships which I may encounter 
and of course on the Klingons themselves. So I think I'm ready. 

Still, one can never be ready enough, especially not when going into 
battle . 

She sighs wearily before continuing once more. 

"Even if I don't succeed. Even if I fail like all the others before 
me, then maybe I will at least be lucky enough to impress the old man 
enough, that I might get a better posting on a better ship once I 
finish here. A girl can always hope ... right ? " 

"Anyway... time to do this... there goes the early warning chime for 
the next class. Wish me luck!" 

"Computer save and close log." 

( ( (Log saved) ) 

Taking just enough time to check that everything really had been 
saved and stored in the right area she stretched out her arm to turn 
off her personal computer console. That done, Sandra Sol got up from 
her chair and started to head for the door. 

"Well, time to go I guess, " she said to herself as she pressed the 
door tab of her room to open the door. 

Waiting just long enough for it to slide open, she stepped out and 
gave one last glance around her room. 

The next time she returned, it would either be as the Girl-Who-Won, 



the victor of the Kobayyashi Maru and the star of the academy... or 
just another recent victim of the infamous no win scenario. 

No pressure ! 

No. . .really. . .no pressure. 

It wasn't like she could really die and it was, after all, expected 
that she would lose. Everybody does. Nobody... and I do mean nobody 
won. Not unless you cheated. But to Sandra that just didn't count. It 
just didn't feel right. 

No! If she did do this, she swore to herself, then she would do it 
without cheating. The Klingon side of her blood would demand no less 
from her... and it was also the reason why she had been created and 
why she was here. 

Yes, Sandra knew who she was and more importantly 'what' she was. She 
was the Federations last hope. The 'Spartan' as her 'dad' Cyrus had 
explained it to her. In her very DNA lay the very best the whole 
galaxy had to offer. And while it was indeed a lot to live up to. If 
she couldn't do it... then who could? 

In a way it WAS expected from her. Though, of course, no one would 
ever say that to her. 

This would be just the type of test she needed to hopefully prove to 
everybody at section 31 that their trust was not misplaced. 

She knew very well that the Federat ion . . . and the rest of the galaxy 
needed her. She knew very well that the fate of the whole galaxy 
rested on her small shoulders. Only metaphorically, thankfully... 

but . . . 

She would not let it down. 

She could not afford to. 

This she swore. 
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><p><emXstrong>A few minutes later, a meeting room near holodecks 1 
to 8.<strong>_ 

"Welcome cadets... to the Kobayyashi Maru simulation!" came the voice 
of the instructor as he faced the eager cadets in front of him. 

Well... most of them anyway. It would have been foolish to expect all 
of them to be eager to take the Kobayyashi Maru. 

"My name is lieutenant Barcley... no relation to the rear admiral 
Barcley who served on the Enterprise D, " he added before anyone could 
raise the question. 

"In a few short minutes... or hours for some of you, you will be 
taking the bane of all Star Fleet Cadets known better by it's other 
names such as the 'Impossible Mission', 'The no win scenario' or even 
"The-mission-where-you-learn-how-to-retreat-and-let-the-civilians-die . 
.. your pick." Hearing this a few of the cadets laughed, though most 
tired to keep blank expressions on their faces. 



"Yes, yes, I hear you laughing now, but I can guarantee you won't be 
laughing for long once you're in the big seat and your comrades are 
injured and dying all around you," Barcley continued sternly. 

That shut the laughing cadets up instantly. 

Seeing he had all of the cadets attention again Barcley continued to 
speak : 

"The simulat ion . . . and be very thankful that it is in fact only a 
simulation, will take place in the Klingon Neutral Zone. An area 
which you have been tasked to patrol for the past few months. You're 
the captain of the ship and it will be up to you to decide what to do 
during the simulation. Be advised, any Starfleet ship entering the 
zone may very well cause an interstellar incident. It will be up to 
you to decide whether you risk war with the Klingons and attempt to 
recover the crew of the ship... or to leave it to it's fate," he 
said, somewhat morbidly. 

"Your class mates will be there along side you to assist you as part 
of the simulation. Please keep in mind however, those who have 
already taken their tests are forbidden to give any hints or to talk 
about the test to those who have not yet already attempted their 
official test. The official test is the one were you are the captain 
of the ship . " 

"The moment the simulation starts you will be on your own. The 
nearest friendly ship will be far away. Too far to help. You will 
have to rely on yourself and your crewmates and you will receive no 
help what so ever from any of the instructors present today... so if 
you have any questions now is the time to ask them." 

"Any questions?" 

Silence . 

"No? Ok!... In that case I will now call out your assignment times 
and positions for the simulations." 

"Floyd, David!" 

"Yes Sir?" 

"Your official test as captain will be at 1600 hours in holodeck 1... 
I also have you slotted in for a test as a crew member at 1800 hours 
in holodeck 6. In this test you're going to be a junior tactical 
officer . 

"Stone, Jane!" 

"Yes Sir!" 

"Your official test will also be at 1600 hours in holodeck 2... You 
are also slotted in for a test at 1900 hours as a senior science 
officer in holodeck 8. 

"Flores, Elisa!" 


"Sir! " 



"Your official test will be in holodeck 3, 1600 hours. You also have 
a second test as the chief tactical officer in Holodeck 5 at 2000 
hours . 

The list went on. Sandra listened diligently until finally... 

"Sol, Sandra ! " 

Sandra immediately stood straighter and replied with a strong. 

"Yes Sir!" 

"Your official test is in holodeck 5 at 2000 hours... You are also 
slotted in for tests as the Chief Tactical officer at 1900 hours in 
holodeck 2, as Chief Science officer tomorrow at 2400 hours in 
holodeck 6, as Chief Engineer tomorrow at 1300 hours in holodeck 8 
and also as the Chief Con Officer tomorrow at 1800 hours in holodeck 
3. Your request for extra slot times has been accepted, as has your 
other request. Since it's indeed true that a captain would be able to 
decide who to have on their bridge crew, the admiralty have decided 
to allow you, and only you, to choose your bridge officers for the 
mission. Please be advised that this is not favoritism. Because you 
were the only one to make this request, it is therefore also only 
fair that you will also be the only one who will be allowed to profit 
from this," He said with a smile. 

Sandra also smiled, doing her best to ignore the grumbles and mutters 
from the other cadets around her. It was their loss that they had not 
thought of doing so as well. Silently she continued to listen to the 
lieutenant . 

She now had a few hours before it was time to take her test. Perfect! 
Plenty of time for some last minute preparation. 
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><p><emXstrong>A few hours and plenty of defeated and demoralized 
cadets later, holodeck 5,<strong>_ 

The time for her test and finally arrived. In a few short minutes the 
proctor of the exam would start the test. 

Sandra was currently in her chair on board the Miranda class star 
ship, the USS Anaconda. True... she had to remind herself that it was 
only a simulation... but damn did it feel good to finally sit in the 
big chair. 

Was she nervous? 

No ! . . . 

(Nervous laugh) 

Well . . . Ok ! . . . Maybe a bit. Everybody was on the first time they got 
to sit in the big chair. It was only natural. 


Was she ready though? Would she be able to succeed where so many 
others had failed? 



That was the real question and it was one which she wanted to have an 
answer to soon. 

Indeed, the next few hours would decide just that. Soon she would 
know if she really had what it took to be the very best. Or if she 
was just one of the rest. 

Looking around the bridge she allowed herself a moment to study the 
crew... her crew, the crew she had hand picked out herself to join her 
on the mission, as they prepared themselves around her. 

First up... Elise Florres, a read headed human. Today she would be 
taking the position of her Chief Tactical officer. Of all the 
available cadets Sandra could have picked from her class and year, 
she had decided that Elise Elorres would be the best cadet for the 
position. Her scores in the tactical section were nearly as good as 
her own. Considering that she had chosen tactical as her main path 
and that she had also achieved former training while she was still at 
section 31, that was saying something. As it was, Sandra was sure 
that, had she not had her advanced reflexes, advanced strength, other 
abilities, not to forget her former training, Elise would have been 
the best in the tactical class, not her. As such Elorres had her 
complete respect and fully deserved her rightful place on the bridge 
crew . 

Next up was a cadet named Anne Potter. Anne was also a human and for 
the mission Sandra has decided to make her the ships Chief Con 
Officer. Sandra had taken a lot of time in the past few years getting 
to know the normally quiet girl. Eew knew that a lot of her free time 
had been spent, first helping her, then assisting her to become the 
best conn officer Star Fleet had ever seen. 

It would not be too arrogant for her to say that she had succeeded in 
that task. With high honors! 

True, she still had a long way to go before she was ready officially 
achieve that 'big' title, but Sandra was sure, if she continued to 
become better, she would soon be able to fly a ship backwards through 
asteroid fields and fly loops around any Klingon ship they might 
encounter. At least that was the plan. If Anne ever got a place on 
the same ship as herself then she swore she would do everything she 
could to help make it a reality. 

Next was a vulcan female whose name was Tvrell Sarek_._ Like all 
vulcans her main strength lay in her ability to remain calm and 
logical at all times. Tvrell however took this to the next 
level . 

True, at first she was just like any other vulcan who took the 
Starfleet path, logical, hard to anger, the usual vulcan mentallity, 
but just like Anne, Sandra had helped her become better than she 
otherwise could have been. At first she just wanted to become a 
science officer, but Sandra had managed to convince her to try for 
the communicat ions post as well. That was three years ago. Now Tvrell 
could understand and speak twelve different languages, fluently, was 
currently in the process of learning two more... and as if that 
wasn't enough, was constantly the best in the class in both 
communicat ions and science. Sandra herself usually came second and 
third respectively in both of those classes, once again thanks mainly 
to her former knowledge due to her late symbiont's memories. Tvrell 



however did this without such help and Sandra was sure that once the 
finals came, she would be well able to ace them. 


Forth and final member of her hand picked crew mates for the test was 
a cadet named Zarva of house Keral . Zarva Keral was a Bolien female 
who's main area of expertise was in the engineering side of Star 
Fleet . 

While Zarva would not usually be posted on the bridge but in main 
engineering, she did have a chair and console on the bridge which she 
could use for certain missions. This would be one of those mission. 
Zarva was the absolute best in the academy, a complete genius, when 
it came to taking care of and fixing things. That girl seriously knew 
her stuff! Far better than Sandra herself could ever hope to be. Even 
with her training at Section 31 she was no where close to her level. 
She was just that good. Indeed, in the past few years Sandra had 
heard rumors of a few captains already making plans and trading 
favours just to have her on their ships, just as soon as she finished 
her official graduation training cruise. 

Ask her to translate a text, fly a ship, or indeed take care of a 
plant and she would fail miserably. Ask her however to take a warp 
core apart and then make it dance, chances are that she would not 
only be able to do it, but make it learn a jive as well. For the 
Kobayyashi Maru, there was no better person for the position of chief 
Engineer . 

These four female team mates made up the core of her command staff... 
they were her most trusted f riends . . . and together, with her as the 
groups fifth member and leader, they were collectively known in the 
academy as: 'The Eive Vixens of class 2409'. 

Of course there were also other officers on the bridge, but Sandra 
just didn't know the others cadets well enough to make a well enough 
informed decision about them. Because of this she had decided to 
allow the proctor of the exam to choose the remaining bridge offices 
for her. 

Still, even so, she was fairly sure she now had the best possible 
crew for the mission ... and therefore also the best chance to finally 
be the first to beat the infamous 'impossible Kobayyashi Maru'. 

The rest she would simply have to deal with during the test. 
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><p>The last few seconds before the test... her test, slowly ticked 
by. Everybody was ready... or as ready as they were going to 
be . <p> 

So why did she suddenly have the feeling that she had forgotten 
something? 

Hmm, no matter. If she had indeed forgotten something, then it was 
too late to change or do anything about it now anyway. She would 
simply have to adapt. 

'No need crying over spilled milk... the replicator will take care of 
that anyway, ' she thought, smiling softly at her own brand of 
humor . 



Suddenly the voice of the computer rang out across the 
holodeck . 

(((Warning! The simulation will commence in 2 minutes!))) 

Almost immediately she could feel the tension in the room rising 
sharply as her fellow cadets tensed up all around her and took their 
assigned seats around the room. 

For a brief second Sandra had to physically and mentally stop herself 
from using her Ocampa and Betazoid telepathic abilities to take a 
sneak peak into her team mates minds. Those that had already taken 
the test a few hours prior. That would have been cheating and Sandra 
did not want to cheat. Not in this! If she was going to win, then she 
would do it fairly, without cheating... or not at all. 

She would not become a Kirk! She wanted to be better than 
Kirk ! 

(((Warning! The simulation will commence in 1 minute!))) 

For a few seconds she took a calming breath and closed her eyes. The 
waiting was almost worse than the actual test itself. 

Mentally she calmed and as best as she could, she forced the sudden 
anxiety to the back of her mind. Breathing in and out slowly she 
relaxed, then feeling ready, she reopened her eyes once more. It was 
times like these that she just loved her Vulcan sides ability to 
instantly calm her mind and ignore the fear she was currently 
feeling . 

(((Warning! The simulation will commence in 30 seconds! There will be 
no further warnings ! ) ) ) 

Slowly taking one last look around the room she gave everybody a few 
last minute encouraging smiles, even to the examiner who she knew had 
taken the position of her first officer for the exam. Then 
straightening her back, she focused her eyes on the main screen of 
her bridge. 

'Time to show the galaxy how it's done, ' she thought fiercely. She 
could already feel her Klingon side roaring inside her roaring as it 
eagerly anticipated the upcoming battle and the honour it would 
hopefully achieve. 

Then everything flickered and the room was suddenly filled with 
noise . 

The test had officially begun! 


3. Hegh batlhllj-The Kobayashi Maru-Part 2 
**Previously on Hegh batlhlj:** 
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><p>Slowly taking one last look around the room she gave everybody a 
few last minute encouraging smiles, even to the examiner who she knew 



had taken the position of first officer for the exam. Then 
straightening her back, she focused on the main screen of her 
bridge . <p> 

'Time to show the galaxy how it's done, ' she thought fiercely. She 
could already feel her Klingon side roaring inside her as it eagerly 
anticipated the upcoming battle and the honour it would hopefully 
achieve . 

Then everything flickered and the room was suddenly filled with 
noise . 

The test had officially begun! 
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><pXstrong>And now the cent inuat ion : <strong> 
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><pXstrong>Chapter 3<strong> 
The Kobayashi Maru - Part 2 
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><pXstrong>Stardate : <strong> 8 6457.0 

**Location: **Holodeck 5, Star Fleet Academy, San Francisco, Earth 
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xp>The Kobayyashi Maru had officially begun. <p> 

A few minutes after the simulation officially started the Anaconda 
suddenly received the infamous priority distress call from the 
civilian freighter Kobayyashi maru. 

It started just like it always did. 

"Captain! we are receiving a distress call from a civilian freighter. 
It's the Kobayyashi Maru," one of the photonic officers suddenly 
announced . 

That was the moment Sandra had been waiting for. Immediately taking 
control of the situation she gave her first order of the 
mission . 

"On screen!" 

"Can't do that sir, audio only," came the response. 

"Alright then, let's hear it," Sandra replied. 

_ ( ( ( * *Stat ic, difficult to understand:** "Can anyone hear us. This is 
the Kobayyashi Maru. We are currently in the Klingon Neutral Zone and 
our ship has struck a gravitic mine. We are rapidly losing power. 

Hull integrity is at 50%, Warp core is offline as are the impulse 
engines. Life support is almost gone. Please help us!... Can anyone 
hear ...))))_ 



"Turn it of f ! " 


Pausing for a second Sandra asked her first question: "Are there any 
other ships in the area?" she asked, already knowing the answer but 
asking anyway if only to keep up appearances and to keep it by the 
book. At least for now. 

"Negative Sir! We are the only ship for several light years," T'vrell 
answered in her usual calm voice, giving her the expected 
response . 

Oh well, that was as expected. Barcley did say they would be on their 
own. St ill . . . f act s could always change during a mission as no plan 
survives the first few moments, so it was always worth checking, just 
in case. 

"That means it's up to us to help them," Sandra said. 

Hearing this the proctor, a Vulcan - who had taken the place of the 
first officer for the test - turned to face her. 

"Captain, let me remind you that crossing into the neutral zone at 
this time would be a direct violation of the Klingon-Federat ion 
treaty and could result in a war." 

"Noted!" Sandra responded, grimly. "We are still going to help them 
though. No way am I just going to leave a civilian freighter to the 
hands of the Klingons. Not if there is still a way to help them. Red 
Alert! Shields up!" she ordered. 

Quickly turning to face T'vrell, she commenced her plan. 

It had taken her a while to consider just what she would do as she 
sat awake during the past few nights, thinking up different plans and 
strategies, but in the end she had decided it would be the right way 
to go. First step .. .minimize potential casualties. Preferably without 
wasting too much time. 

"T'vrell, how far away are we from the nearest inhabited or 
inhabitable planet... is there one on the way to the Kobay?" she 
asked . 

Raising her right eyebrow slightly, but not showing any other 
reaction to her current captains request, T'vrell performed a quick 
scan and responded. "Yes Captain, there is a small moon sized 
glaciated planet in the system, uninhabited yet still inhabitable, 
along a direct path to the Kobayyashi maru. Sir! We should be able to 
arrive there in about..." she paused, did a few quick mental 
calculations and then finished with; "3.256 minutes at maximum 
warp . " 

"Excellent, better than I could have hoped for. Anne, set a direct 
course towards the planet. Maximum warp!" Sandra ordered. 

"Aye Sir! ' came Anne's response and a second later the ship went into 
warp . 

Happy that her orders were being performed Sandra activated her 
chair's console and turned on the ship wide con. While she knew it 



was only a simulation and therefore only the bridge crew had real 
people, she still had to treat the rest of the ship as if it too were 
real . 

"Attention all decks! This is the captain. We are about to enter into 
a hostile area with extreme, almost definite chances of encountering 
hostile forces. This is not a drill. I repeat this is not a drill. In 
a few short minutes we will be arriving at an uninhabited inhabitable 
P class planet. I am herewith ordering a ship wide evacuation of all 
crew members except Main Engineering crew members, all Elite Eorce 
crew members and all active bridge officers. Head down to the planet 
and wait for our return, or failing that, another ship. I repeat, I 
want all crew except for all Main Engineering crew members, all Elite 
Eorce crew members and all active bridge officers to abandon the 
ship. Elite Eorce, I want all officers to arm yourselves for extreme 
combat and head towards main engineering. Include a sword or a 
Bath'leth if you have one. Once there set up fortifications and 
prepare to engage hostile Klingon forces. Mine the corridors with 
traps wherever you can. Activate them on my mark. Defend Main 
Engineering it at all costs." she called out. Sandra repeated her 
orders once more before she turned off the con. 

The whole bridge crew, except the other members of the vixens, were 
staring at her. The vixens were used to her strange ways, while the 
others were clearly confused by her orders. She however simply 
ignored them, choosing instead to give out her next orders. 

"Listen up everybody ... the moment we drop out of warp at the planet, 
all of us will go to Main Engineering at which point I will transfer 
all ships controls to it. I would have transferred us to a battle 
bridge, but this ship doesn't have one. As such, I want Main 
engineering to be transformed into a secondary battle bridge for the 
duration of the rescue. Once we arrive and the rest of the crew has 
left the ship I want all power not needed for battle, including all 
life support and computers from all evacuated areas, and that 
includes the main bridge, turned off. I then want as many class ten 
beaming resistant, high intensity force fields set up around Main 
Engineering as we can manage without visually influencing the ships 
main power supply. I will allow 1% of the ships total power for this 
task. I want these force-fields kept up at all times, for as long as 
possible. Before long they might be all that will keep us away from 
the klingons . . . or the icy vaccum of space. No Klingon is going to get 
into Engineering if I have any say about it. finally I then want all 
remaining unused power, if any, transferred to the shields. We will 
need it ! " 

"Any questions?" she asked. 

"Should we send a message to the Kobayyashi Maru telling them of our 
arrival?" T'vrell asked, as calmly as ever, taking everything in 
stride as she always did. 

"No... that would mean potentially also alerting the Klingons... as of 
this moment I want a complete communicat ions black out between us and 
the rest of the galaxy, " she answered. 

"Any other quest ions ?... No? ... good ! then let's do this." 

'Yes Captain," was the only reply as everybody quickly got to 
work . 



Having said her part Sandra turned her attention back to the view 
screen, counting down the seconds before they arrived at the planet, 
completely ignoring any remaining incredulous stares of the rest of 
the bridge crew and the intrigued look of her first officer. Of all 
the crew only the vulcans and the vixens seemed to be as calm as 
usual . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><emXstrong>At the same time in the Academy's Test 
Center . <strong>_ 

At the same time Sandra was attempting the Kobayyashi Maru test two 
admirals and three other captains, fully equipped with datapads in 
their hands, were engrossed in watching a large screen. Carefully 
studying Sandra, all looked very interested in her current 
actions . 

"Intriguing!" said one of the admirals, a Vulcan, with a thoughtful 
look on his face. He quickly typed something into his datapad. So far 
Cadet Sol had shown... a remarkable talent for 'advanced thinking' 
and a... rather unique form of pre-battle preparation." 

"Indeed... a completely unorthodox way of preparing for battle," said 
another examiner as she too wrote something into her own datapad. She 
too seemed very interested and even impressed in the young cadets 
actions . 

"Cf course, whether it will be the right choice remains to be seen. 
Already this is very different to the norm of what cadets usually do. 
Few cadets in the history of Star Fleet have ever thought to transfer 
control of the ship to another section of the ship while attempting 
the Kobay. Those who did, always tried to transfer it to a battle 
bridge, but after finding none they usually discarded the idea. Cnly 
a handful have ever left the bridge to go to engineering and as far 
as I know no cadet has ever told the crew to abandon the ship before 
the battle. During it, sure. Before it... I believe she's the first," 
said yet again another examiner. 

"What I really find interesting is that... by removing life support 
from all evacuated areas, she has effectively made all areas but 
engineering uninhabitable and thereby made it impossible for the 
Klingons to enter those areas without environmental suits. Not sure 
why any Klingon would want to enter the ship, but still, an 
intriguing idea. Cne which might be useful in the future if we ever 
have to deal with enemy boarding attempts." 

"Secondly, by surrounding Engineering with class 10 beaming resistant 
force fields, she has effectively made it virtually impossible to 
beam into engineering while the force fields are up. Finally, by 
posting all members of the ships Elite Eorce fast response unit 
inside Engineering at well defend-able positions, she has also made 
it very difficult for any Klingons to take over what is now 
effectively the only active part of the ship. Not to mention the only 
area which can still control the ship since she has locked the rest 
of the ship down. By the time the Klingons actually manage to take 
over engineering - if the ship were to actually last that long at all 
was another matter entirely - all would be lost anyway, " said the 
forth captain. 



"Of course, on the other hand, if engineering were to be 
destroyed..." the same captain started to add but never finished 
speaking, leaving the rest unsaid but quite obvious to its 
meaning . 

"On a little side note, it may interest you to know that, of the all 
of the cadets who did order to leave the bridge, ten of them went on 
to become fantastic captains at young ages, " said the third 
captain . 

"What happened to the others?" asked another. 

"They died in battle before they could ... otherwise I'm sure they too 
would have made it," came the answer. 

"Ah!... I see... so, in other words all of them, those to survive, made 
it to captain," came an awkward response. 

A nod was his answer. "Isn't that right ... Admiral " he asked looking 
across the table at one of the two admirals in the room. Incidentally 
the admiral just happened to be one of those few surviving 
cadets . 

"Quite right... but that's a story for another time... for now let's 
continue to watch and see what she does next, " the admiral used that 
moment to say, effectively turning every-bodies attention back to the 
large screen in front of them. 
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><p><emXstrong>Back on the simulated command center of the USS 
Anaconda<strong>_ 

It didn't take long for the ship to arrive at the icy planet. Just as 
T'vrell had said, in directly 3.256 minutes on the dot, right after 
first going into warp with it's mark 5 warp drive, the ship once 
again dropped out of warp in the planet's orbit. 

Checking the time on his console the Vulcan Proctor gave T'vrell an 
impressed nod. It wasn't possible to be much more accurate than 
that . 

'You just got to love the Vulcan ability to be as precise as 
possible. Especially this vixens ability, ' thought Sandra as she 
watched her crew get up and walk to the simulated turbo-lifts which 
would now quickly take them straight down to Main Engineering. 

'Hmm... might be a good idea to turn these off, or at least lock them 
down as well. Just in case, ' she thought to herself. Always better to 
be safe than sorry. 

'But first things first.' 

"Computer ..." 

*Beep* 

"On my mark, rescind and transfer all bridge and ship controls to 
Main Engineering. Lock down the Bridge and accept no further orders 
from this location, authorization, SOL, 



Romeo-November-Charlie-5-7-4-l-2-9-Fox ! -Foxtrot-Fox ! " 


That said, she stepped out of the bridge and onto the 
lift . 

Satisfied with her actions, Sandra continued on her way down to main 
engineering. It didn't take long for her to arrive and soon transfer 
was completed. 

Multiple turbo lifts were manually shut down and locked up along the 
way. Doors were sealed, and force fields were put in place. Soon 
Engineering had successfully converted into a secondary makeshift 
bridge fortress. 

All around Engineering members of the ships elite force stood silent 
vigil behind hastily created fortifications, alert and ready for 
action, guarding the bridge and engineering crew as they went about 
their duties. 

Thanks to the turbo lifts fast ability to reach all areas of the ship 
within a few short minutes, all in all the whole process took no more 
than five minutes. No record... but it would have to do. Meanwhile, 
at the same time, the ship was being evacuated of all non-essential 
staff . 

The moment everybody from the bridge was standing - or in a few rare 
cases sitting - at their consoles Sandra gave her next order. 

"Z" she said, using Zarva's nickname... "Connect a class 10 emergency 
battery to the main teleporter matrix power influx capacitor. I might 
need the ability to teleport later without it draining our main 
power," she told Zarva who had taken her usual seat near by. 

Hearing her command Zarva nodded and waved over a few engineers to 
delegate her new orders to them. 

"Oh and Z . . . do the same to the tractor beam control matrix... I will 
definitely be needing it in a few minutes, " she added before the 
engineers could leave to perform their tasks. The last thing she 
wanted was to lose the control over half of her ship just because the 
ship lost it's main power. 

'Hmm..come to think of it... along with seat belts for the command 
staff I really should make make that compulsory in the future for all 
main systems, ' she thought quickly making a mental note to herself 
for the future. It would be expensive and create a lot of extra 
work. . .but it would be well worth it. 

Satisfied that her orders were taken care of Sandra turned to face 
T'vrell once more. 

"T...Have all nonessential staff members left the ship 
yet ? " 

"Checking... just about captain. Only a few more left to go," came 
back the response. 

'Damn it, ' she thought as she impatiently checked the ships time on 
her console. If this took much longer then the Kobay might be 
destroyed before they even arrived. She really did not want to become 



the first captain in starfleet history to arrive too late to even see 
the doomed freighter. That would really ruin her day. Not to mention 
how humiliating it would be to be known as 
The-captain-who-came-too-late . 

"The millisecond they are all gone, go to warp and head towards the 
Kobayyashi Maru. Maximum Warp!" she ordered, impatiently tapping a 
finger on the covering of her console. This, she decided, would also 
be something to improve on in the future if she ever found herself in 
this sort of situation again. 

A minute later she finally got her wish, much to her utmost 
relief . 

"All non-essential staff have departed, the last have just beamed 
down. Going to warp!" 

" Z ... report ! " she asked annoyed by the wasted time. 

"Batteries have been installed, and the ship is ready for battle. We 
are all ready to go. Sir!" came her reply. 

"Good! Well done!. Have your engineers returned?" 

"Yes captain!" 

"Excellent ... just what I wanted to hear." 

"T'vrell! From the moment we received the distress call until now... 
how long did that take?" she asked, worriedly. 

"Calculating ... that would be... 9.456 minutes." 

Hearing this Sandra silently cursed and slowly released her breath. 
Sometimes the difference between a victory and a defeat was little 
more than four or five minutes. If her calculations were correct, it 
would still be enough, but only barely. Hopefully the Klingons were 
slow today. 

This was going to cut it very close. Oh well, what is done is done. 
Just one thing left to do: 

"Computer," she called out. 

*Beep* 

"Mark ! " 

( ( (Acknowledged. All operative and executive ship orders have been 
transferred to Engineering! It is now no longer possible to issue and 
accept orders from any other area expect Engineering!))) came the 
expected female response. 

There... that was that! The bridge was now 100% useless, as was the 
rest of the ship for that matter, except Main Engineering and only 
she, an admiral, or a unified agreement of at least three separate 
senior bridge officers of the simulated USS Anaconda could now cancel 
that order. 

With just a few words she had effectively locked down her ship 



tighter than a misers purse. 


* * 


* 


><p><emXstrong>Back in the Academy's Test 
Center . <strong>_ 

"Hmm... looks like she may have spent a little bit too much time 
there, what do you think John? Bad planning, this time?" one of the 
captains asked her colleague, a small smile on her face. Watching how 
cadets responded to certain situations never got old and this one was 
proving very interesting to watch. 

"Hard to say May. All things considered, in my opinion she did 
everything as well as she could have. Remarkably so even... for a 
cadet. It does after all take quite some time to evacuate a ship. 
Something which most captains seem to forget. Even if all you do it 
run for the nearest escape pods, " John responded copying her 
smile . 

"Agreed! While we may have to deduct a few minor points for this 
because it needlessly risked the lives of the crew of the Kobay... 
all in all I am fairly pleased with her progress. At least 
considering the strategy she chose. Baring in mind that the risk of 
encountering the enemy is guaranteed. . .by doing this she will have 
saved the lives of over 150 members of her own crew in the event of 
the ships destruction. That by itself is far more than those on the 
Kobay, " the third captain said. 

"True... St ill ... imagine if there were a VIP on board the Kobay. She 
would have risked the VIP's life." 

"There isn't though and considering that this is only a simulation 
and therefore the Klingons won't actually start to attack until they 
arrive ..." 

"In this case I'd say she made a good call," John responded once 
again . 

"It won't always be a simulation though, will it John?" came the 
response . 

"Anyway... they are about to enter the battle field. Let's watch, 
shall we?" one of the Admirals said, a small glint in his eyes. He 
was really enjoying this. 'Finally a cadet who was not afraid of 
doing things differently, ' he thought to himself. For once he was 
looking forward to what was about to happen next. He had seen so many 
cadets doing these tests in his career that he had grown quite bored 
of them. Not so now. 

For the first time in a long time he was looking forward to 
it . 

'Finally something new!' 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><emXstrong>Back on the simulated make-shift command centre of 
the USS Anaconda<strong>_ 



The ship arrived as it usually did, appearing suddenly out of what 
seemed like nothingness, with a flash of bright white 
light . 

Quickly, turning to face T'vrell, Sandra wasted no time and moved on 
to the next phase of her plan and rapidly began to issue a few 
orders . 

"T...Scan for the Kobay and any Klingon ships in the area. Set 
scanners to scan for tetryon particles and then shift through all 
known forms of cloaking scan frequencies. If there is a cloaked ship 
out there I want to know where it is." 

"E...load a few torpedoes into the tube. Set them up for a rapid High 
Yield launch... and disengage the safeties for immediate launch while 
your at it. Fire them on my mark." 

Hearing this her first officer decided to speak. 

"Captain, I'd advise against this. Prematurely disengaging the 
safeties might cause an immature explosion if we are hit by incoming 
f ire . " 

"Noted! Carry on!..." 

"A... keep her nice and steady, do not to rock the ship until the 
torps are away." 

"Everybody ... battle stations!" 

Being so easily dismissed the Vulcan first officer first looked at 
her for a brief second but then just shrugged and sat back in his 
seat. The rest was out of his control. She was after all the captain. 
As such the right, the privilege ... and the responsibility, was 
hers . 

"Captain, there are three Klingon B'rel class ships decloaking. They 
are turning to attack the Kobay," Anne Potter called out. 

"Not on my watch... hail them!" she said, hurriedly. There was now no 
time to waste. 

"No response ..." 

"Try again!" 

"Again... no response." 

Sandra was now getting frustrated. She knew she would fail her test 
attempt if the Kobay was destroyed. That could not be allowed to 
happen . 

'OK... Time to bring out the heavy guns and put my language skills to 
good use ! ' she thought . 

"Helm! Force open a connection on all channels!" 

"Connection open!" 

QI'yaH! petaqs ! nuq ' oH QIH?. je Haj botlhDaq vay ' DaH tay'jaj 



Qu ' vam nuH luHutlhbogh wejmaH cha ' Duj Dotlh vlqelnISmo' chenmoH 'op 
Soq HIvmeH DaHutlh'a'? chay ' ghot tu ' lu ' . mej jIHvaD ghob SoH 
qaStaHvIS Dag tlhlH quvHa ' toy'wI''a'!_ (Hey! PetaQs ! Whats wrong?... 
Are you too afraid to fight someone worthy that you have to attack an 
unarmed ship to gain some form of honour? How about you fight me in 
their place you dishonorable slaves!), she said in Klingon, causing 
those very few who understood the language enough to gasp, and even 
the Vulcans - who did not - to raise an eyebrow or two. The rest just 
stared, not knowing what to make of the situation. 

"Sir! they are breaking away from the Kobay and changing course. They 
are heading towards us, " Elisa Florres, the chief tactical officer 
chose that moment to announce. "No idea what you said. Sir! Whatever 
it was though sure got their attention." 

"That E was Klingon and basically I just called them cowardly 
dishonorable slaves ! "Sandra responded, allowing herself a small brief 
smile and enjoyed another few gasps from the rest of the crew. 

No one called Klingons honourless cowardly slaves. It just was not 
done if you wanted to live. If you did then, at best you could 
usually hope for was to die an honorable death with a bath'leth in 
your head. At worst, it would mean a life time of painful torture in 
the ice mines of Rura Penthe. Klingons took honour very 
seriously . 

"Remember this everybody... when dealing with Klingons, you can 
usually trust in two things. One is a Klingons lack of humour," she 
paused and waited a second for a few laughs. However none came. 
Frowning, she continued: "The other is their overly inflated sense of 
honour" . 

"Crude and vulgar... but effective," T'vrell's chose that moment to 
say . 

"Indeed!" came the response from the Vulcan first officer. That 
caused a slight giggle as a response from the crew. Even though he 
didn't want to admit it, he was impressed. The cadet knew Klingon. 

Not many Cadets... or Captains for that matter - unless they were 
language specialists - knew Klingon and especially not to that level 
of fluency. They usually relied on their universal translators to get 
the job done and the translators were not always accurate. Not in a 
long shot. 

That however sounded ... native ! . 'Just who is this girl?' he 
wondered . 

Sandra allowed herself a small sigh of relief. Success! The Kobay was 
safe. At least for now. The rest was now up to her and her 
crew . 

'That was the easy part. Now comes the... problematic part.' 

Taking a large breath, she gave the next orders. 

"Let's get to it! T... reverse polarity to shields. Z...Full power to 
weapons. A... Attack Pattern Beta. Combine it with attack pattern 
Alpha. E... Target the lead two Klingon ships and on my mark blast 
them with all we have got!" 



All too soon the first Klingon scout ships entered range. 

Yet, Sandra did not give the order to fire. 

The crew looked at her with worried looks on their faces. What was 
she waiting for? 

'Wait. . .Wait for it. . .Wait! . . . NOW! . . . ' Sandra thought. 

"FIRE!" she ordered loudly. 

The next second the Andromeda dipped briefly as it fired a full 
spread of phaser fire, phaser fire which was followed almost 
instantly by a full volley of high yield torpedoes. All heading 
towards first one, then the other target right behind the first. Just 
in time as a brief second later the Anaconda was, in turn, also 
struck by a full barrage of incoming Klingon ships phasers as well as 
cannon and turret disrupter slugs. 

Seeing the arrival of his almost certain doom, the captain of the 
first simulated ship quickly tried to give orders to evade the 
incoming fire. However due to the fact that the enemy ship was so 
close, it was already far too late to react. His ship was hit almost 
instantly by the phaser fire... and then a few split seconds later by 
the full force of a heavily charged, high yield photon torpedo. 

The Klingon ship's shields, already severely depleted by the phasers 
- phasers which were even stronger due to the close range - swiftly 
buckled. By the time the first torpedo hit they had already broken, 
allowing the torpedo to quickly plow right through the now 
unprotected ship, swiftly putting it out of its misery in a blaze of 
fiery glory. The second torpedo, now unhindered, proceeded right 
through the remains of the first, where it then continued on its 
merry way right into the second ship. The next second the ships 
captain only had an even sorter second to scream in anger before his 
ship also began to tear itself apart from the inside out and explode 
in a blast of fire, briefly illuminating the darkness of space around 
it . 

First blood had been scored. Two ships down. Many more to go! 
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><p>Angered at seeing their fallen ally die an honorable death, the 
last of the three Klingon ships immediately decided to foolishly 
attack the Anaconda in force. <p> 

The Anaconda, still protected by the currently reversed polarity of 
its shields, quickly retaliated in kind and at first all seemed well. 
Victory against the severely outclassed klingon ship seemed assured. 
Then, the effects of the polarity ended and suddenly, four more 
ships, two of them Negh'Vars, suddenly decloaked around them, adding 
to the Anacondas problems. 

Seeing the four decloaking ships Sandra allowed herself the luxury of 
releasing a small curse. 


The smaller ships she had expected. Not so, the Negh'Vars. This was 
going to be truly troublesome. 



It did not take long before the Anaconda's shields were groaning 
under the onslaught of incoming Klingon fire power and all to soon, 
far sooner than she had originally planned, the expected reply was 
heard . 

"Captain, front and right side shields are at 50% and falling 
rapidly. And I do mean rapidly!" 

"T'vrell?" she asked hurriedly. For the first time she felt a flicker 
of uncertainty, but hid it well. 

"I'm trying to compensate but we can't last like this for much 
longer, " came the expected calm reply from the science bridge 
officer . 

Hearing this Sandra, nodded and after a brief second of 
contemplation, she decided to act. 

"T... Divert more power from auxiliary to the shields." 

"E on my mark, fire all we have got at..." she briefly stopped and 
looked at her console as if looking for something particular. 

"...At the co-ordinates I'm sending you now," she finished quickly 
typing something into her console. 

Suddenly Elisa's own console beeped. 

"Aye, Captain ... co-ordinates received. Adjusting target parameters," 
Elisa answered swiftly. 

Sandra paused, then, two seconds later... 

"EIRE ! " 


The moment Sandra said 'Eire' Elisa punched down on a button on her 
console. The next moment a torrent of phaser firepower combined 
together to strike united at one key point on a near by Negh'Vars 
shields . 

Unknown to the crew, even to the other vixens, Sandra had been 
looking frantically for weak points, any weak points she could use, 
in the Klingon ships shields. 

Normally, this would not have been an easy thing to do, Sandra 
however had used the past few months to prepare and read up on ways 
to win the test. One of these ways which she had read up on just 
happened to be Klingon ship types, placing an emphasis on known old 
Klingon shield designs. 

Now, normally, even this would not have been enough to win a battle. 
However, rightfully thinking that the programmers of the Kobayyashi 
Maru only had well documented outdated semantics of the old Klingons 
ships, she had rightfully gambled that they too would therefore, in 
turn, also only be facing one of these ships during the test. 

As such, when she suddenly noticed a sudden weakness in the form of a 
brief fluctuation of the Negh'vars shields ... she made full use of 
it . 



The second the combined phaser fire struck the Klingon ships shields, 
they went right through the shields as if it had never been there in 
the first place. The result: a spectacular explosion as a large hole 
was drilled right into the ships heavy armour, right into the main 
core of the enemy ship... 

. . .And a ship full of amazed gaping cadets and an equally stunned 
proctor, who desperately struggled to understand what he had just 
witnessed . 

Sandra however was not happy just yet. She knew there were many more 
Klingons ships out there. While destroying a Negh'var battle cruiser 
with one hit was always an incredible feat, especially since it was a 
hit from a Miranda, she had no time to waste. 

It was now or never. 

"A! Time to get... creative! Engage Sol Protocol Gamma 2, on my 
mark," she said talking to both Tvrell and Anne. 

"Just like we practiced." 

A brief few seconds later... 

"Mark ! " 

Almost instantly the view screen dipped sharply, very sharply as 
G-force could be felt throughout the whole ship, even through the 
ships inertial dampeners. A few cadets stumbled, pushed to the ground 
by the sheer force of gravity as the ship fought to compensate. 

Anne's hands flew over the control console in a well practiced 
pattern and the ship began to roll and dodge at an incredible speed - 
for a cruiser. 

Keeping as close as she could, Anne flew the ship as close to the 
enemy ships as she dared, briefly causing quite a few of the cadets 
to scream and even the Vulcan proctor to gasp softly in surprise. The 
ship was traveling so close to the klingon ships, that you could even 
see inside the ships windows if you happened to look at them in the 
right moment . 

Torpedo's and numerous turret fire missed the Anaconda by mere meters 
as Anne narrowly dodged each one, rolling and swerved past them. Said 
incoming firepower, in turn, continued on unhindered into the 
vastness of space or hit allied Klingon ships, causing small to 
medium damage to their shields until finally one of the ships had 
enough . 

A second later it too explode in a blast of fire, once again briefly 
illuminating the darkness of space around it. 

It took a few seconds and the loss of two more ships before the 
Klingons realised what was happening. Realising that their attacks 
were doing more damage to their allies than to the enemy ship, the 
Klingons quickly adapted and stopped firing torpedo's and stopped 
using their turrets and cannons. Choosing instead to switch to and 
concentrate solely on phasers, and only to fire the thier weapons 
when there was no allied ship near their prey, they continued to fire 
once more. Those who did not have phasers had no choice but to wait 
impatiently until the federation cruiser was far enough away from 



their allies so that they too could fire. 


Soon, while greatly reduced in intensity, the Anaconda was once again 
shaking from the incoming phaser fire and the odd cannon and turret 
slug. Already a few consoles were beginning to spark. 

Quickly realising that the odds had turned against her once again 
Sandra silently swore to herself for a second time. Frustrated by the 
sudden situation and turn of events, she frantically tried to think 
of a way out of her sudden predicament. But for once she couldn't 
find one. 

This was not going the way she had planned. Not at all. She was so 
sure that using Protocol Gamma 2 would solve most of her problems, 
that for a moment she didn't know how to react. 

She was still trying to think up a different plan only to come short 
and nearly fall out of her seat when the ship suddenly shook wildly, 
causing a few people to stumble slightly and others to fall to the 
ground . 

Without thinking, fed up and unaccustomed with her inability to react 
appropriately to the Klingon threat, she briefly lost her 
cool . 

"Damn it! A! You're better than this. Stop them from scratching up my 
ship!" she called out before she could stop herself, highly annoyed 
by the incoming - and in her opinion unnecessary - hits as she 
straightening herself up in her seat again. 

"Sorry San. I'm trying. I'm doing all I can. It's not exactly easy 
dodging this much firepower... and there is a crap load of fire power 
out there!" Anne called back, her tongue in between her teeth in 
fierce concentrat ion as her hands danced swiftly over the keys of her 
console, so swiftly that they were nearly a blur. Both ignored the 
looks the first officer was giving them, torn between a look of 
annoyance due to their sudden behavior and a look of admiration - for 
a Vulcan - for the skill it took to dodge that much 
firepower . 

"Yes... well... Try harder! I like this ship. It's my ship. I'd 
prefer it in one piece if you don't mind!" Sandra called out in 
return, not knowing what else to say at that moment. She couldn't 
believe the amount of trouble Anne was currently having. It had all 
seemed so easy until before. Why was she having so many problems now? 
Why was everything suddenly going to hell? 

"Well... if you think you can do it better, then how about you get out 
and push... Sir!" Anne called back angrily, belatedly adding the 'Sir' 
at the end. This time is was her turn to be frustrated and severely 
ticked off as a lucky torpedo narrowly hit the ship. Thanks heavens 
the shields were still up. As if the enemy wasn't already enough, she 
did not need the captain breathing down her neck as well. 

Just then a near by console suddenly blew, badly injuring a simulated 
crewman . 

"Shit! Man down! Man down!" came a surprised cry of another crewman 
who immediately turned to help the downed crew mate but was stopped 
by Sandra before he could do so. 



"Ignore him... concentrate on your task," Sandra ordered sharply, 
angrily. As much as she hated giving the order, she could not afford 
crew members abandoning their posts at that moment. Even worse... 
that last hit had been her fault. It was all on her. If she hadn't 
distracted her conn officer it wouldn't have happened. 

Doing her best to ignore the moaning injured crewman she turned her 
attention back to the battle. 

"Captain, forward and starboard shields are at 30% and falling. We 
can't afford to take another hit like that," a junior science officer 
cried out in alarm. 

"Damn it... Sir!... There is a Klingon off the starboard bow!" another 
of the simulated crew members said, nearly panicking." 

"Scrape him off. Potter!" another crew member tried to order. A snarl 
from Anne was the response. "Damn it, I can not change the laws of 
physics. Shut up already, I'm giving her all I've got," she nearly 
roared . 

Sandra winced. Things were getting even worse by the second. Now her 
crew were already beginning to give their own orders. The situation 
was now officially out of control and it was not a situation she 
liked, at all! She needed to find a way out of this mess and she 
needed to find it... fast! 

But what! she wondered quietly, absolutely desperate to find a way to 
get out the current situation. 

Across from her at the tactical table Elisa Elores looked at her with 
a sad smile on her face. This was directly how her own attempt had 
ended. With her dying in a ball of fire as she was shot up from all 
sides by multiple Klingons war ships. It seemed, not even Miss Extra 
Credit would be able to handle the Kobayyashi Maru. 

Once again the ship shook as it is once again hit by enemy 
f ire . 

"Shields are at 20%...," the same photonic science officer announced. 
He seemed to be nearly in tears. 

"Sir... the ship is turning to fire again!" 

This is it, Anne thought already resigning herself to dying once 
more. With three Kobayyashi Maru attempts under her belt so far, one 
her own, all of which had ended in the same way, she was really 
getting accustomed to the experience as of late. 

The other Vixens mirrored her thoughts, as did the proctor. 

It seemed the dream of beating the Kobayyashi Maru would fail once 
again . 

Just like it always did. 

There was only one small problem. 

A certain cadet named Sandra Jadzia Ezri Sol, did not agree and was 



not ready to give up just yet. 

"Looks like they are going to win once again, " she heard another 
officer say. It was at that moment that Sandra finally had 
enough . 

"No they won't!" she growled out loudly. This time there was a very 
strong tone of anger in her voice. A tone so strong that it even 
alarmed the rest of the vixens who immediately tensed. They had never 
heard their leader 'this' angry before! They all knew, when Sandra 
was angry... things became interesting. 

And this Sandra was utterly furious! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Indeed, at that moment Sandra was furious. Utterly 
furious ! <p> 

At the Klingons! At the damage they were causing her ship! At her 
inability to stop them! At the fact that she was losing control of 
her crew. At herself for thinking it would be easy! 

Take your pick. At that moment she really didn't care. 

All she knew was that she was failing... and THAT was 
unacceptable . 

This was not the situation she had expected herself to be in when she 
first entered the holodeck earlier that day. 

With a grim look on her face she realised one important fact. As much 
as she hated to admit it, she might have been a bit too arrogant... 
and now she was paying the price for it. 

Oh, she knew it would be difficult. It wouldn't have been the feared 
Kobayyashi Maru otherwise. But she had not thought that it would be 
'this' difficult. They were just cadets after all. No one expected 
cadets to win difficult battles. Add to the equation the matter of 
who she actually was and the previous training that she had received, 
and well ... yes .. . It seemed she had indeed expected it to be, just 
that... easy. Or at least manageable for someone like herself. 

Sadly this was proven to not be the case. 

Yes!... She may have been trained before the academy. Yes! She might 
indeed be a super human with the DNA of multiple 
races . 

However ... all of her powers and skills did not necessarily guarantee 
success. This incidentally was also directly the reason why the 
Kobayyashi Maru had been invented in the first place. 

To humble over eager cadets... like herself. Cadets who thought they 
could succeed in everything. To show them that not all battles could 
be won and that sometimes retreat was indeed a viable option. 

There was only one problem. 


She did not like to fail. 



She did not want to fail! 


Indeed, she HATED to fail. 

And she would be damned if she failed now! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Completely fed up with the situation and unwilling to accept 
failure, a strange glint appeared in her eye . <p> 

'Fine! If I can't do this the easy way, then I will simply have to do 

it the hard way instead!' she thought. Challenge accepted! Time to 

put away the kiddy gloves and get serious. 

Steeling herself for what she had to do, she looked towards her conn 

officer and then, with an angry tone as cold as ice, she called 

out ; 

"A... It's time to end this! One way or another... It's time to 
bloody well... Give! Them! Hell!" 

"Engage Sol Protocol Gamma 6!" 

Then, pointing towards the now cracked, yet somehow still functioning 
view screen, she said one last word: 

"NOW! " 


* * 


* 


><p><emXstrong>Back in the Academy's Test Center . <strong>_ 

"Did you see that? I can hardly believe what I just saw!" came the 
amazed voice of a greatly impressed captain. 

"That's some really impressive flying! Some of the best damn flying 
I'm ever seen!" another of the captains said, equally impressed by 
what he had seen. 

"Impressive indeed. I've heard about that girl... Senior Cadet Anne 
Potter. Best helms-women the academy has ever seen in a long time," 
came the response of another captain. 

"I can see what you mean. Any ideas how she got that good? Or is it 
just natural talent? an Admiral asked. 

"Practice... just hours upon hours of back breaking, finger aching 
practice, " one of the academies flight instructors choose that moment 
to answer. "They don't know that I know. Sir, but... Potter and Sol, 
those two have really been hiding things from us. As have the rest of 
the vixens for that matter, " he continued with a proud 
smile . 

"Really! Do tell," the admiral asked. 

"Senior Cadet Sol has been spending a lot... and I do mean a lot, as 
in most of her free time helping the rest of the Vixens train in 
their specific areas of expertise. In cadet Potters case she helped 



her practice her piloting skills. You won't believe some of the 
stunts they have accomplished together. Cadet Sol is already 
impressive in her own right... but Potter ... well you just saw what she 
just did. Just last week I spied on one of their training sessions 
and watched Potter fly through an asteroid field at maximum impulse 
while Sol just sat there, calling out orders while calmly eating an 
apple. Potter never crashed once," the instructor announced, ignoring 
the incredulous looks he was getting from the other captains around 
him . 

"Really! Well well well! Those ladies are beginning to really impress 
me. All five of them," the Admiral answered. "I'll be expecting a 
full report of their... extra activities on my desk tomorrow," he 
added a second later. 

"Yes Sir! came the response. The other captains looked a little 
surprised . 

"Sir... are you sure? They... cadet Sol and cadet Potter... seem 
quite ... unsettled to me during the test. Hell, Cadet Sol even lost 
control of her crew," one of the more ' hard-to-please ' captains 
asked . 

"Oh, Don't misunderstand me Marcus. They could do without a lot of 
the banter and curses... rest assured I will be having a sharp word 
with them about it later. However... all things considered, it is 
forgivable and even understandable to a certain degree considering 
the high stress situation they are currently in. Can you honestly say 
you could have done any better than them as a cadet? These tests are 
designed to bring out the worst in us and sometimes to even break us. 
To test how far you would go, what you would do and how you would 
react in very stressful life and death situation. Besides, I have 
seen even veteran captains loose their cool in such a hopeless 
situation. It can be very difficult to react correctly in such a 
situation, especially when your under heavy fire. Fact is. Cadet Sol 
has already shown a great ability to think on the spur of the moment 
and she has an exceptional ability, especially for a cadet, to plan 
ahead. Those protocols of hers alone are really impressive in their 
own rights. Whether we like it or not. Star Fleet needs officers like 
the Vixens. Star Fleet needs promising cadets who are not afraid to 
fight and think differently, just like the vixens. Currently more 
than ever. I need officers who do not believe in defeat and who are 
not afraid to fight back when the situation turns for the worst. As 
such and I think it's fair to say that cadet Sol for one has easily 
passed the test. Don't you agree?" he asked, receiving a few murmured 
agreements from the other examiners around him. 

As for Potter. Well... I think you'll all agree when I say that 
Potter's piloting skills speak for themselves," the admiral 
explained . 

Hearing his explanation a lot of the captains nodded in agreement. 
Quite a few clicks of buttons could be heard as they awarded 
favorable scores on their datapads. 

It seemed the vixens would soon be graduating with high 
honours ... maybe even with record breaking results. 

The admiral smiled grimly. No matter what happened next. Win or fail. 
Cadet Sol had already proven herself to him... as had Potter... or the 



rest of the Vixens of that matter. They were directly what Star Fleet 
needed. So, whatever happened next at this point... would just be a 
bonus . 


End 
f lie . 



